PELLY    BAY
the heavens. I stared at all this like a man long deprived of the
beauties of nature, and it was not until night had fallen and
brought out its map of stars that I came to myself and once
again interrogated Shongili.
'Is it much farther?' I asked.
'Una-hi~kto? — 'very far/ he said. £Do you want to build an
igloo?3
I set my jaw. 'You told me we would be there this evening/
I said, 'and we are going to get there if we have to travel all
night/
'Na-ma-kto? — Very good,5 he said calmly.
Passes, curves, and more passes. A parade of ghosts through
a ghostly land. Now I could no longer run on ahead, because
that slight sickle of a moon gave off too little light. I stumbled
forward, stared in every direction, and once or twice I went
completely off the trail and ran into a mountain-side. We had
to stop, then, swing the dogs round with a touch of the whip, go
back where we had come from, and start again. My body
tramped on through the dark while my mind strove stubbornly
to cling to some familiar image — a peasant kitchen, a woman's
face, a South Seas hut. Shongili was now guiding the dogs; my
eyes were aching and I no longer saw where I was going. The
sled scraped over stones, for we had come down into the bed of
a creek. It must have been midnight, and Shongili had ulti-
mately admitted that the camp was not far off. Finally we saw,
straight ahead, the sheer wall of a high rock at the foot of which
igloos glimmered white in the moonlight. This was the camp;
but as in all tales of buried treasure, it was empty.
I had been thirteen days on the trail and my story was be-
ginning to be the story of the man who never got there. There
was nothing to do except to go to sleep. And as we had travelled
part of the night, had had to build an igloo by moonlight, and
men and dogs were exhausted, we could not decently be off
again before break of day.
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